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Featured Poem: Beast by Michelle C 


I am scared of him 


contacting me again. 


Or worst 
I am so desperate 


I contacted him again 


Delete him 
Block him 
I did, already 


But he still finds me 


He's in my head 


A beast with 7 horns 

and with a mark of the devil. 

Another that comes 

The other beast comes and make the world worship him, 

to believe his word are true. 

A beast drunk with power, 

and a girl holds the star in her hand. 

But the star stop glowing as the beast consumes the world. 

The father knows not but righteousness, yet we are mere mortal. 
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Are those visions or are those voices? 


Or just imagery? 


They are poetry. 


The poem transition between the plain text; which is based on a conversation 
with my friend about the fear I have regarding him but also myself; 
and the red text; which is a imagery I have of him based on the biblical 


description from Revelations. 


In contrast, there's a girl with a star representing young virgin hope. Even 
though it gets consumed, there's ultimately hope, because of God's 


judgement. But for now we need to live in our mortal world. 


Lastly, the poem transition back to the white text. Changing back to the 
conversation and bringing the audience back to the real world through its 


acknowledgement of this poetry. 


I was sexually assaulted earlier this year and I wrote this poem in the 
hospital waiting room. This poem expresses an uneasiness I had in my head, 
where the event haunts me. However, sharing this emotion with my friends 
(and you the reader) it gave me clarity. Not for any resolution in this present 


life, but for the hope in God's judgment. 
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Poetic Voice Magazine Welcomes Submissions 


Obelisk Press of Vancouver is pleased to publish this sixth volume of Poetic 


Voice Magazine which serves to feature the work of aspiring poets. 


We would like to thank the poetess Michelle for her courage in sharing a 
poem that speaks to a beastly moment in her life. The selection of poetry by 
Sylvia Plath comes from her book Colossus. There are also romantic poems 


by Dorothy Parker. 


Several of the poems in this edition of Poetic Voice were first published in 
the now defunct online artists magazine This Great Society. These lovely 
poems deserve both new-found admirers, and a degree of permanence. They 
were written by visual artists, many of whom are graduates of the Emily 


Carr Institute of Art and Design (now a University) located in Vancouver. 


Poetic Voice Magazine welcomes submissions on a quarterly basis. Please 


feel free to submit your poetry to 


pbruskiewich @ gmail.com 


There is no fee to submit. There is no writer’s fee provided by the journal 


for those who submit. The publishing rights remain with the writer. 
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Poetic Commentary 
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The Romantic Poetry of Dorothy Parker 


Dorothy Parker, the 20" century American writer, is best known for her 
short stories and novels, as well as some of the theater and screen plays she 
wrote or coauthored. Her poetry was less known during the peak of her 


popularity in the 1940’s and 1950’s. Her poetic is in the sad romantic style. 


A fine example of her simple romantic style is A Very Short Song 


Once, when I was young and true. 
Someone left me sad— 

Broke my brittle heart in two; 
And that is very bad. 


Love is for unlucky folk. 
Love is but a curse. 
Once there was a heart I broke; 


And that, I think, is worse. 
In this edition we shall share some of Dorothy Parker’s earlier poems. 


In subsequent editions of Poetic Voice Magazine we shall serialized an 


anthology of her poetry. 
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His Little Insignificance by Aki Kurosawa 


My boyfriend looks so funny 
standing there 


hanging out ... 


That little insignificance that 
means so much to him 


yet means so little to me. 


A daikon ... brings me greater pleasure! 


A green bean ... a bowl of Edamame. 


I wonder if his 
insignificance were stolen away 


would he still want to play with me? 


To love that place 
where his insignificance seems 


always to ... hasten ... 


To tickle and caress me 


To feast on my sweet Aoyagi ... 


Instead of always wanting 


to press his insignificance 


Poetic Voice Volume 6 Fall 2021 Page 10 


into me like a bull 


might press a cow to heff'a calf. 


It is his beef 
that I just leave him 


to stand and bray ... 


milk me ... 
milk me ... 


milk me ... 


And I am the cow? 


KKK 


Aki is always surprising us with the originality of her poetry, which is most 
times based on her fascinating love life. She recently parted ways with her 


latest boyfriend who had a rather big sense of his insignificance. 


Aki is constantly reminded that men don’t understand women the way they 
they wish to be understood. To a woman intimacy and sexuality are not 


inevitably the same thing. To a man they are one and the same! 


Boys think bigger is better. Little do her boyfriends know that the bigger 


their insignificance, the less enjoyable love making is for Aki. 
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If only they knew that the first third of a woman’s ai no ton’neru feels any 


pleasure. The rest does not. Then they would not press their insignificance 
Into me like a bull 

Might press a cow to heff'a calf. 

It was when Seiko no saichu ni (still being a bit shy, Aki wanted this left in 
the original Japanese) her boy friend started to snort like a bull as he pressed 


her off the bed with his insignificance. 


A lamp was casting his shadow on the far wall of the bedroom, and to Aki 


he looked like a bull having it out with a cow. 
She started to laugh hysterically at the whole silliness of the moment. The 
images of daikons, green beans and edamame suddenly flashed into her 


mind. So she pushed him out of her. 


But still he would not stop his braying and snorting, so she milked him like a 


milkmaid would. After he came Aki told him to go, and not come back. 


“Watashi wa ushide wa arimasen!” 
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A fine collection of Art Books 


A growing collection of titles available at Amazon 


Editor in Chief: Patrick Bruskiewich 
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New Poems 
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Ten things to do with a Polaroid Camera by Isabella Montsouris 


I opened the birthday 

gift that my uncle gave 
me. What else could I say 
with thank you but ... may 


I take your picture? 


Please do ... he smiled 

do you like your new polaroid? 

I nodded. It took me a while 

to figure it all out. but boy ... 

the first picture I took was a blur ... 


I did not wait long enough 
Waiting is hard for me 

It is rather tough to count to ten 
Then tear open the thing and 
See that I had ruined it. 


Try again ... the second was much better 
than the first but the flash 


had left him with red eyes 
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or maybe it was the fact 


he had been drinking? 


The third picture I took was 

of my birthday cake, or what 
Was left of it. After my brother 
had taken another big piece ... 


comme un couchon! 


The fourth picture was 

of my mother and dad 

who just stood there 
unhappy with their lives ... 


you could see it in the eyes. 


The fifth picture I left for 

later when I was alone. 

In the bedroom I stood before 
my mirror and took a snapshot 


of me taking a picture ... of me. 


This made me wonder what 
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wonderful things I might do 
with my new polaroid camera? 
It could be my personal 


window on the world. 


I set it on the nightstand 

Next to my bed and got undressed. 
And thought ... but it was getting 
Late and I had school first thing 


tomorrow morning. 


Should I take it to school? 
No ... someone would steal it 
For sure. After all it wasn’t 
every day a polaroid camera 


was lurking about. 


My two best friends asked 

me what I got for my sixteenth 
birthday. And so I told them ... 
new shoes, a new dress, a bra and 


Panties to match and a camera. 
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A camera! Take our pictures ... 
Take our pictures! And so they 
followed me home after school 
that day and I took a snap of 


each of them in turn. 


And they took one of me too 
Leaving just two pictures in the 
camera. Well one had to be 

of the three of us, for sure. 


but something was missing! 


It was Jean who knew what to do. 
She whispered it in Nicole's ear and 
She nodded. What? I asked. Jean 
said promise me you will you do it? 


So I did and well ... 


This is the best thing to do 
with your two best friends by far 
with the last film in a box of polaroid 


just don't get caught 
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or your mom will take away your camera! 


Can you guess which one I am? 
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Mountains are Forever by Susan Dale 


The old mountain eyes, open 

When glaciers crushed through creation 
Were yet open when Indian tribes 

Took refuge in their caverns 

But blinking when pioneers 


Brought wagons across mountain trails 


The wise old eyes, closed tight now 

Do not see snow, nor the wildflowers 
Inching up their marble flesh 

But moving beyond. 

until floating amongst mountain clouds 
I turn to look back 

Through six realms of infinity 

And teeter at the precipice 

Of memories and mortality 

To remember the golden nectar 

That dropped on crystal-clear days 

Of measured spaces I thought would last 
Until I lie by the broken pillars 

At the feet of the gods of fate 
Uncounted the smiles that stretched wide 
My untried heart 

My heart to be bitten off and spit out 
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After an epoch beginning from the womb 
Of which I emerged, screaming and kicking 
Solely to propagate the earth 


With open arms did I embrace life 


Life, that snarling, snorting creature 
Panting, prowling, clamouring for time 
Time, with its warm gauze breath 

And spineless shadows 

Growing thin in the hours 


Stretching into tomorrow 


Time, the melting wax and singed wicks 
Of those days I sat 

On the long hands of clocks tick-tocking 
Through lemon-yellow afternoons 


Shining with succulent sun 


But that same, sticky-honey time 

Is running into long abandoned coal-cellars 
Piled with the ashes of yesterday 

Not swept away, 


But lying forgotten and gray 


Dim, misty — the dawn 


When I could no longer see 
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The differentiating line 

Between earth and sky 

And when others see the milky way 

Cresting a crescendo of stars 

I see nets of night 

Hanging in the skies to catch a waning moon 

Creaky mouse sounds run around the corners of my head 
And the luminous rains that sing to violets 

Chill my bones 

Quickly, I turn to the flicker of a shadow 

Jump at a sudden light that slips 

Into the walls behind time 

And know I am two steps away from threadbare quiet 
And the mortality sewn into the hem 

Of every mortal fabric 

We stood beneath it at Calvary 

And see it forever and a thousand times 


Wearing laurels of victory 


Broken from the roots that held me to yesterday 
A tumbleweed lost between dimensions 

Blind, vacuous 

Being swept along by the winds 

Of space, of distance 

Across the wounded earth 


Into a sky I feel heaving with 
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heavy breaths and merciful heart 
To make a place for me 
Amongst myriad moons 


And the long arms of eternity 
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That Feeling by April Chye 


that feeling 

when I’m on the streets drifting 

past strangers past the spoken words past 
the ghosts of a dead girl’s memory where 
an eyelash falls and I unblinking wish 
for a greater existence than one painted 
in crimson, and rained on in 


tears 


when headlights loom 

and I stare into the brilliance of 

its pure light — the scene in my head, where the man turns into satyr 
strikes the girl thrice and walks away, 

fades out into harsh glares as 

flesh meets thought 

with death as a 


dream 


and as a beautiful boy comes in 

with an air that hums with life 

and cares for nothing more than the 

girl of a waxen face and honey-burnt eyes before him and 
I consider this immaculate archetype of a species 


while in retrospect remember something of a 
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flutter in my fingers to say goodbye and 
feel my middle where emptiness now 


resides 


so here lies 

the frame of a soul with fractures that 

might have stitched up at 

another train stop, if trains could veer 

off the track they were made to travel forth 

on and welcome aboard a boy 

with his sun-spersed hands and tender smile but 
we all make our own graves and mine 

has been perfectly placed and perfectly 
preserved up till 


now 


that feeling tells me 
this is what happens before 
a phoenix meets 


flame 
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The New World by Mandi Henderson 


The first tear of the new world breaks through in resounding stillness 
His eyes shimmer as they give their first newfound look out into a birthed 


world 


Following the shadows of spiraling infinites his gaze graces the woman he 


loves; 


His world debuts 


The universe of forever falls away as his existence enters with a resonant 


blast 

The man is the child reverting into a state of foreignness 

His tongue falters in this love language 

The charted map and the known paths reveal their multiplicities 
Brown and green mix in an iris of explosions 


And 


...the second tear of the new world rolls down his cheek 
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The Shape of Things by Jessie Gaynor 
On Smallness 

Timothy Donnelly asked me 

to name something tiny 

and transcribed my answer, 

rock-dust in the pocket 

of a forgotten oxford shirt. 


A place, 


a crumbling lighthouse 


on the Irish Sea. 


A voice, 


a gentle but hardened coyote 


living in Central Park. 
He covered a college-ruled page 
with my blurted responses 


before presenting his final category: 


Something Vast. 
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A cookie? 
A confected catcher’s mitt. 


That vast. 


He would not commit to paper 
my earnest foolishness, 


even when I ventured 


these cookies, from the café just there 
(flustered gesture), 

they are right now 

they’re the widest and 

most unknowable thing 


that does not terrify me. 


And now ... 


the lighthouse moss patch 
instead of the Sea. 

The bandit coyote’s mate, 
who seeks her tortured fellow 
only in the grasses 

above 89th Street, 


only howls to herself. 
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Permutating 


You say 

I lava you 

I livery you 

I Lermontov you 

I Los Lobos you 

I frontal lobe you 

And I am almost certain 
I know what you mean. 
Only the pre-mutated 
declaration folds my face 
into that of a piranha 

or a robot: ignorant 

of probability’s scent, 
crisp and bitter. Immune 
to the rush of terror 


flushed pleasure brings. 


You're some kind of polymorph, woman 

through, or through. You’re shifting again. 

Your eyes jingling like a pillbox full of straight pins, 
I can only hear them because I’m looking hard. 
You’re a worsted tweed for the everyday gentlemen. 
You’re a hollowed bird-bone, in repose. 


Sunglasses on the subway—unaffected Verlon—aggressive nonchalance. 
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The Shogun to my shotgun, 
the pillar to my pillory, 
the Odysseus to my oddness. 


Woman ... 
from the moment we know 


we are finished, 


we are ready to begin. 
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There is more to me than blood and bones by Sarah Gackle 


There is more in me than blood and bones; 
More than fibers stretching fibers holding muscle moving joint; 


More than the spark of mind’s fire, snapping synapses. 


There is something deeper than senses. 
Something I call good, 

Something calling back, “not so.” 

I cannot remove it with a simple bloodletting, 
Still it escapes me in spurting streams 

Or rises to the surface of my skin and evaporates, 


surrounding me, then dispersing. 


Yours and mine gather together in a cloud 

That storms and swells, collecting his, hers and theirs. 
We strain our senses under an opaque sky; 

Painted without illumination, 

We cannot see that it is beautiful, 


This why inside my blood and bones. 
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Thirteen Weeks by Deb Couch 


The day is new. 

The thought of you here with us is still new. 

I long to love you like no one ever will 

(I long to know if I can). 

Today you are so slight - just a whisper, a downy flake. 
Your fragile heart, connected to mine. 

But with every rapid beat, 

I love you already. 

Today I don't know the feel of your skin, 

the smell of your hair, 

the sight of your eyes, that will one day be like home to me. 
And yet, I hold you closer now than I ever will. 

I wonder at how this will change. 

I wonder if there will be a day 

(when you're thirteen years old) 

when you look at me dismissively 

and believe that I could never understand you. 

Today you are thirteen weeks. 

I listen to your astounding heartbeat, and I want you to know: 
Closest, close, or far away — 

My love will span the distance. 

For you, always. 


My love will. 
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Romantic Poetry by Patrick Bruskiewich 


I Have Lived For Art 


I have lived for art. 

I have lived for love. 
They are nere apart. 
But do I get enough 
of either in a day? 
Yes, if that day is full 
of happiness and play. 
Then I need not mull 
as to whether I have 
done all I can. It’s 

in the evidence of kind, 


that my life be fully mine. 


My Mona Lisa - Caterina 


There are two faces 

in the painting. One 

we see — another left traces 
beneath the surface. Come 

let us look closer at the two Lisas. 
The painting is a poser! 


We know of La Gioconda; 
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let us ask whys she is 

— hidden away — painted over. Who is 
she we see? Maybe it is his mother, his 
Lisa, John the Baptists he 

be in his last painting 

— the patron saint of Florentine Artists, 
a wild scholar among wanton 

family, pushing him down 

— he had two sisters and 

nine brothers, and five 

mothers, but only one his 

own, Catherina, the illegitimate one. 
Both his father and mother 

were dead when he painted 

his Mona Lisa — he was 

alone with his remembrances, 

pushed out by his siblings, 

forgotten — exiled into the 

wilderness, to utter his wise 

words alone — history will not 

forget me — let them not forget 

she who bore me, she 

who pushed me into this world. 

If I be John the Baptists, 

then Elizabeth be my mother, 


my Mona Lisa - Caterina 
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To Feel the Heat and Touch the Heart 


I spend another night alone 

in dreams of that other place, 

where only peace and happiness grows 
where bows, and belles, and pink lace 
dance amidst the headiness of time, 
where light is light, and joy is joy, 
where being blissful is not a crime, 
where one’s heart is not a toy 

and visages light the surreal day. 

So ask me not, why then do I 

return to that which is the real — I pray 
one day, to stay among the bows, 

the belles, the pink, the lace 

to feel the heat, and touch the heart 


of one who will never want to be apart 
In the Middle of the Night 


In the middle of the night 

when all are asleep but I 

what keeps me awake is fright, 
that inescapable fear that I may die 


before I wake. The clock strikes three 
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It is fatigue that catches me, and will 
with certainty soon set me free 

of that what binds me still 

to my life, and how I am to be. 

Then I drift to bless’d dream 

that blissful state of willful being 
without a care at all it seems, 

with clos'd eyes and open’d mind 
Seeing that fright is not death, but life. 


Awake me nought for I slumber still. 


Unwrap Me and Savour the Sweetness of Life 


It was the touch electric, her 
hand upon mine. I looked 

up to see two shining eyes, sure 
of herself, she smiled. This took 
me by surprise, for I knew she 
liked me, but how much, now 

I knew it was more like love, be 
may what it comes, now how 
could there be any doubt, here 
was someone who wanted to 
unwrap me, and savour 

the sweetness of life in its 


fullness, so I smiled back. 
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Ah well, I could not stop her 
nor would I want to. For I 


knew what it was, and let it be 


If They Love Their Flowers 


What flowers do when we aren’t 
watching — am I old enough to know? 
They have male and female parts 

so close together as they grow ... 

the stamen, the carpel, soft petals, 
filaments, anthers and pollen 

— sperm by any other name — that settles 
on everything, drawing us all, and calling 
the bees, with their stingers, out to play 
in the middle of spring and summer days. 
When we give a flower to a pretty girl, 

if they love their flowers, 

we too set the world 


into male and female parts. 
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For interesting Mathematics and Science Books ... 


PYTHAGORAS PUBLISHING 
Mathematics, Physcs and Astronomy 
Vancouver. BC Canada 


Over one hundred and fifty titles available at Amazon 


Editor in Chief: Patrick Bruskiewich 
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Modern Day Poems 
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How do! mend A Broken Heart by Jenna 


How do I mend a broken heart? 


My entire world has fallen apart. 


How do I find hope in a brand new day? 
when the one I love has gone away? 
My mind overflows with memories of you, 
of all that we've shared, all that we knew. 
I long for your touch and your warm embrace, 


the look in your eyes, the smile on your face. 


My dreams are filled with your soft gentle kiss. 
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I wake and cry for all that I miss. 
How do I mend a broken heart, 
when my one true love and I are apart? 
My heart knows to love only you, it won't let go, what do I do? 
Our moments together were precious and few, 


but I cherished them all more than you knew. 


Ilove you, my angel, and always will. 


I loved you then and I love you still 
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Twelve Sad Poems by Sylvia Plath 


THE MANOR GARDEN 


The fountains are dry and the roses over. 
License of death. Your day approaches. 
The pears fatten like little buddhas. 

A blue mist is dragging the lake. 

You move through the era of fishes, 
The smug centuries of the pig— 

Head, toe and finger 

Come clear of the shadow. History 
Nourishes these broken flutings, 

These crowns of acanthus, 

And the crow settles her garments. 

You inherit white heather, a bee's wing, 
Two suicides, the family wolves, 

Hours of blankness. Some hard stars 
Already yellow the heavens. 

The spider on its own string 

Crosses the lake. The worms 

Quit their usual habitations. 

The small birds converge, converge 


With their gifts to a difficult borning. 
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TWO VIEWS OF A CADAVER ROOM 


1 

The day she visited the dissecting room 

They had four men laid out, black as burnt turkey, 
Already half unstrung. A vinegary fume 

Of the death vats clung to them; 

The white-smocked boys started working. 

The head of his cadaver had caved in, 

And she could scarcely make out anything 

In that rubble of skull plates and old leather. 

A sallow piece of string held it together. 

In their jars the snail-nosed babies moon and glow. 


He hands her the cut-out heart like a cracked heirloom. 


2 

In Brueghel's panorama of smoke and slaughter 
Two people only are blind to the carrion army: 
He, afloat in the sea of her blue satin 

Skirts, sings in the direction 

Of her bare shoulder, while she bends, 
Fingering a leaflet of music, over him, 

Both of them deaf to the fiddle in the hands 

Of the death's-head shadowing their song. 
These Flemish lovers flourish; not for long. 


Yet desolation, stalled in paint, spares the little country 
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Foolish, delicate, in the lower right hand corner. 


NIGHT SHIFT 


It was not a heart, beating, 

That muted boom, that clangour 
Far off, not blood in the ears 
Drumming up any fever 

To impose on the evening. 

The noise came from the outside: 
A metal detonating 

Native, evidently, to 

These stilled suburbs: nobody 
Startled at it, though the sound 
Shook the ground with its pounding. 
It took root at my coming 

Till the thudding source, exposed, 
Confounded inept guesswork: 
Framed in windows of Main Street's 
Silver factory, immense 

Hammers hoisted, wheels turning, 
Stalled, let fall their vertical 
Tonnage of metal and wood; 
Stunned the marrow. Men in white 
Undershirts circled, tending 


Without stop those greased machines, 
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Tending, without stop, the blunt 
Indefatigable fact. 


SOW 


God knows how our neighbour managed to breed 
His great sow: 

Whatever his shrewd secret, he kept it hid 

In the same way 

He kept the sow—impounded from public stare, 
Prize ribbon and pig show. 

But one dusk our questions commended us to a tour 
Through his lantern-lit 

Maze of barns to the lintel of the sunk sty door 

To gape at it: 

This was no rose-and-larkspurred china suckling 
With a penny slot 

For thrifty children, nor dolt pig ripe for heckling, 
About to be 

Glorified for prime flesh and golden crackling 

In a parsley halo; 

Nor even one of the common barnyard sows, 
Mire-smirched, blowzy, 

Maunching thistle and knotweed on her snout-cruise— 
Bloat tun of milk 


On the move, hedged by a litter of feat-foot ninnies 
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Shrilling her hulk 

To halt for a swig at the pink teats. No. This vast 
Brobdingnag bulk 

Of a sow lounged belly-bedded on that black compost, 
Fat-rutted eyes 

Dream-filmed. What a vision of ancient hoghood must 
Thus wholly engross 

The great grandam!—our marvel blazoned a knight, 
Helmed, in cuirass, 

Unhorsed and shredded in the grove of combat 

By a grisly-bristled 

Boar, fabulous enough to straddle that sow's heat. 
But our farmer whistled, 

Then, with a jocular fist thwacked the barrel nape, 
And the green-copse-castled 

Pig hove, letting legend like dried mud drop, 
Slowly, grunt 

On grunt, up in the flickering light to shape 

A monument 

Prodigious in gluttonies as that hog whose want 
Made lean Lent 

Of kitchen slops and, stomaching no constraint, 
Proceeded to swill 

The seven troughed seas and every earthquaking 


continent. 
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THE EYE-MOTE 


Blameless as daylight I stood looking 

At a field of horses, necks bent, manes blown, 
Tails streaming against the green 

Backdrop of sycamores. Sun was striking 
White chapel pinnacles over the roofs, 
Holding the horses, the clouds, the leaves 
Steadily rooted though they were all flowing 
Away to the left like reeds in a sea 

When the splinter flew in and stuck my eye, 
Needling it dark. Then I was seeing 

A melding of shapes in a hot rain: 

Horses warped on the altering green, 
Outlandish as double-humped camels or unicorns, 
Grazing at the margins of a bad monochrome, 
Beasts of oasis, a better time. 

Abrading my lid, the small grain burns: 

Red cinder around which I myself, 

Horses, planets and spires revolve. 

Neither tears nor the easing flush 

Of eyebaths can unseat the speck: 

It sticks, and it has stuck a week. 

I wear the present itch for flesh, 

Blind to what will be and what was. 


I dream that I am Oedipus. 
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What I want back is what I was 
Before the bed, before the knife, 
Before the brooch-pin and the salve 
Fixed me in this parenthesis; 
Horses fluent in the wind, 


A place, a time gone out of mind. 
HARDCASTLE CRAGS 


Flintlike, her feet struck 

Such a racket of echoes from the steely street, 
Tacking in moon-blued crooks from the black 
Stone-built town, that she heard the quick air ignite 
Its tinder and shake 

A firework of echoes from wall 

To wall of the dark, dwarfed cottages. 

But the echoes died at her back as the walls 

Gave way to fields and the incessant seethe of grasses 
Riding in the full 

Of the moon, manes to the wind, 

Tireless, tied, as a moon-bound sea 

Moves on its root. Though a mist-wraith wound 

Up from the fissured valley and hung shoulder-high 
Ahead, it fattened 

To no family-featured ghost, 


Nor did any word body with a name 
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The blank mood she walked in. Once past 

The dream-peopled village, her eyes entertained no 
dream, 

And the sandman's dust 

Lost lustre under her footsoles. 

The long wind, paring her person down 

To a pinch of flame, blew its burdened whistle 

In the whorl of her ear, and like a scooped-out pumpkin 
crown 

Her head cupped the babel. 

All the night gave her, in return 

For the paltry gift of her bulk and the beat 

Of her heart was the humped indifferent iron 

Of its hills, and its pastures bordered by black stone set 
On black stone. Barns 

Guarded broods and litters 

Behind shut doors; the dairy herds 

Knelt in the meadow mute as boulders; 

Sheep drowsed stoneward in their tussocks of wool, and 
birds, 

Twig-sleeping, wore 

Granite ruffs, their shadows 

The guise of leaves. The whole landscape 

Loomed absolute as the antique world was 

Once, in its earliest sway of lymph and sap, 


Unaltered by eyes, 
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Enough to snuff the quick 
Of her small heat out, but before the weight 


Of stones and hills of stones could break 


Her down to mere quartz grit in that stony light 


She turned back. 


FAUN 


Haunched like a faun, he hooed 

From grove of moon-glint and fen-frost 
Until all owls in the twigged forest 
Flapped black to look and brood 

On the call this man made. 

No sound but a drunken coot 

Lurching home along river bank. 

Stars hung water-sunk, so a rank 

Of double star-eyes lit 

Boughs where those owls sat. 

An arena of yellow eyes 

Watched the changing shape he cut, 
Saw hoof harden from foot, saw sprout 
Goat-horns. Marked how god rose 
And galloped woodward in that guise. 


DEPARTURE 
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The figs on the fig tree in the yard are green; 
Green, also, the grapes on the green vine 
Shading the brickred porch tiles. 


The money's run out. 


How nature, sensing this, compounds her bitters. 


Ungifted, ungrieved, our leavetaking. 
The sun shines on unripe corn. 

Cats play in the stalks. 

Retrospect shall not soften such penury— 
Sun's brass, the moon's steely patinas, 
The leaden slag of the world— 


But always expose 


The scraggy rock spit shielding the town's blue bay 


Against which the brunt of outer sea 
Beats, is brutal endlessly. 

Gull-fouled, a stone hut 

Bares its low lintel to corroding weathers: 
Across that jut of ochreous rock 

Goats shamble, morose, rank-haired, 


To lick the sea-salt. 


THE COLOSSUS 


I shall never get you put together entirely, 
Pieced, glued, and properly jointed. 
Mule-bray, pig-grunt and bawdy cackles 
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Proceed from your great lips. 

It's worse than a barnyard. 

Perhaps you consider yourself an oracle, 
Mouthpiece of the dead, or of some god or other. 
Thirty years now I have laboured 

To dredge the silt from your throat. 

I am none the wiser. 

Scaling little ladders with gluepots and pails of lysol 
I crawl like an ant in mourning 

Over the weedy acres of your brow 

To mend the immense skull-plates and clear 

The bald, white tumuli of your eyes. 

A blue sky out of the Oresteia 

Arches above us. O father, all by yourself 

You are pithy and historical as the Roman Forum. 
I open my lunch on a hill of black cypress. 

Your fluted bones and acanthine hair are littered 
In their old anarchy to the horizon-line. 

It would take more than a lightning-stroke 

To create such a ruin. 

Nights, I squat in the cornucopia 

Of your left ear, out of the wind, 

Counting the red stars and those of plum-colour. 
The sun rises under the pillar of your tongue. 
My hours are married to shadow. 


No longer do I listen for the scrape of a keel 
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On the blank stones of the landing. 


LORELEI 


It is no night to drown in: 

A full moon, river lapsing 

Black beneath bland mirror-sheen, 
The blue water-mists dropping 
Scrim after scrim like fishnets 
Though fishermen are sleeping, 
The massive castle turrets 
Doubling themselves in a glass 
All stillness. Yet these shapes float 
Up toward me, troubling the face 
Of quiet. From the nadir 

They rise, their limbs ponderous 
With richness, hair heavier 

Than sculpted marble. They sing 
Of a world more full and clear 
Than can be. Sisters, your song 
Bears a burden too weighty 

For the whorled ear's listening 
Here, in a well-steered country, 
Under a balanced ruler. 
Deranging by harmony 


Beyond the mundane order, 
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Your voices lay siege. You lodge 
On the pitched reefs of nightmare, 
Promising sure harbourage; 

By day, descant from borders 

Of hebetude, from the ledge 
Also of high windows. Worse 
Even than your maddening 

Song, your silence. At the source 
Of your ice-hearted calling— 
Drunkenness of the great depths. 
O river, I see drifting 

Deep in your flux of silver 
Those great goddesses of peace. 


Stone, stone, ferry me down there. 


POINT SHIRLEY 


From Water-Tower Hill to the brick prison 
The shingle booms, bickering under 

The sea's collapse. 

Snowcakes break and welter. This year 
The gritted wave leaps 

The seawall and drops onto a bier 

Of quahog chips, 

Leaving a salty mash of ice to whiten 


In my grandmother's sand yard. She is dead, 
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Whose laundry snapped and froze here, who 
Kept house against 

What the sluttish, rutted sea could do. 
Squall waves once danced 

Ship timbers in through the cellar window; 
A thresh-tailed, lanced 

Shark littered in the geranium bed— 

Such collusion of mulish elements 

She wore her broom straws to the nub. 


Twenty years out 


Of her hand, the house still hugs in each drab 


Stucco socket 


The purple egg-stones: from Great Head's knob 


To the filled-in Gut 


The sea in its cold gizzard ground those rounds. 


Nobody wintering now behind 

The planked-up windows where she set 
Her wheat loaves 

And apple cakes to cool. What is it 
Survives, grieves 

So, over this battered, obstinate spit 

Of gravel? The waves' 

Spewed relics clicker masses in the wind, 
Grey waves the stub-necked eiders ride. 
A labour of love, and that labour lost. 


Steadily the sea 
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Eats at Point Shirley. She died blessed, 
And I come by 

Bones, bones only, pawed and tossed, 

A dog-faced sea. 

The sun sinks under Boston, bloody red. 
I would get from these dry-papped stones 
The milk your love instilled in them. 

The black ducks dive. 

And though your graciousness might stream, 
And I contrive, 

Grandmother, stones are nothing of home 


To that spumiest dove. 


Against both bar and tower the black sea runs. 


THE BULL OF BENDYLAW 


The black bull bellowed before the sea. 
The sea, till that day orderly, 

Hove up against Bendylaw. 

The queen in the mulberry arbour stared 
Stiff as a queen on a playing card. 

The king fingered his beard. 

A blue sea, four horny bull-feet, 

A bull-snouted sea that wouldn't stay put, 
Bucked at the garden gate. 


Along box-lined walks in the florid sun 


Poetic Voice Volume 6 Fall 2021 


Page 56 


Toward the rowdy bellow and back again 
The lords and ladies ran. 

The great bronze gate began to crack, 
The sea broke in at every crack, 

Pellmell, blueblack. 

The bull surged up, the bull surged down, 
Not to be stayed by a daisy chain 

Nor by any learned man. 

O the king's tidy acre is under the sea, 
And the royal rose in the bull's belly, 
And the bull on the king's highway. 
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Romantic Poetry by Dorothy Parker 


Light of Love 


Joy stayed with me a night— 
Young and free and fair— 
And in the morning light 

He left me there. 


Then Sorrow came to stay, 
And lay upon my breast; 
He walked with me in the day. 


And knew me best. 


I'll never be a bride. 
Nor yet celibate, 
So I’m living now with Pride— 


A cold bedmate. 

He must not hear nor see, 
Nor could he forgive, 
That Sorrow still visits me 


Each day I live. 


A Very Short Song 
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Once, when I was young and true. 
Someone left me sad— 

Broke my brittle heart in two; 
And that is very bad. 


Love is for unlucky folk. 
Love is but a curse. 
Once there was a heart I broke; 


And that, I think, is worse. 


The Small Hours 


No more my little song comes back; 
And now of nights I lay 

My head on down, to watch the black 
And wait the unfailing gray. 


Oh, sad are winter nights, and slow; 
And sad's a song that's dumb; 
And sad it is to lie and know 


Another dawn will come. 


The False Friends 


They laid their hands upon my head. 
They stroked my cheek and brow; 
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And time could heal a hurt, they said. 


And time could dim a vow. 


And they were pitiful and mild 

Who whispered to me then, 

“The heart that breaks in April, child, 
Will mend in May again.” 


Oh, many a mended heart they knew. 
So old they were, and wise. 
And little did they have to do 


To come to me with lies! 


Who flings me silly talk of May 
Shall meet a hitter soul; 
For June was nearly spent away 


Before my heart was whole. 
The Trifler 


Death’s the lover that I'd he taking; 
Wild and fickle and fierce is he. 
Small's his care if my heart be breaking— 


Gay young Death would have none of me. 


Hear them clack of my haste to greet him! 
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No one other my mouth had kissed. 
I had dressed me in silk to meet him— 


False young Death would not hold the tryst. 


Slow’s the blood that was quick and stormy. 


Smooth and cold is the bridal bed; 


I must wait till he whistles for me— 


Proud young Death would not turn his head. 


I must wait till my breast is wilted, 
I must wait till my back is bowed, 
I must rock in the comer, jilted— 


Death went galloping down the road. 


Gone’s my heart with a trifling rover. 
Fine he was in the game he played— 
Kissed, and promised, and threw me over. 


And rode away with a prettier maid. 
A Well Worn Story 

In April, in April, 

My one love came along. 


And Iran the slope of my high hill 


To follow a thread of song. 
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His eyes were hard as porphyry 
With looking on cruel lands; 
His voice went slipping over me 


Like terrible silver hands. 


Together we trod the secret lane 
And walked the muttering town. 
I wore my heart like a wet, red stain 


On the breast of a velvet gown. 


In April, in April, 

My love went whistling by, 

And I stumbled here to my high hill 
Along the way of a lie. 


Now what should I do in this place 
But sit and count the chimes. 
And splash cold water on my face 


And spoil a page with rhymes? 


Convalescent 


How shall I wail, that wasn’t meant for weeping? 
Love has run and left me, oh, what then? 
Dream, then, I must, who never can be sleeping; 


What if I should meet Love, once again? 
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What if I met him, walking on the highway? 
Let him see how lightly I should care. 
He’d travel his way, I would follow my way; 


Hum a little song, and pass him there. 


What if at night, beneath a sky of ashes. 
He should seek my doorstep, pale with need? 
There could he lie, and dry would be my lashes; 


Let him stop his noise, and let me read. 


Oh, but I’m gay, that’s better off without him; 
Would he’d come and see me, laughing here. 
Lord! Don't I know I'd have my arms about him. 


Crying to him, *Oh, come in, my dear!" 


Rainy Night 


Ghosts of all my lovely sins, 
Who attend too well my pillow, 
Gay the wanton rain begins; 


Hide the limp and tearful willow. 


Turn aside your eyes and ears, 
Trail away your robes of sorrow. 


You shall have my further years— 
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You shall walk with me tomorrow. 


I am sister to the rain; 
Fey and sudden and unholy. 
Petulant at the windowpane. 


Quickly lost, remembered slowly. 


I have lived with shades, a shade; 
I am hung with graveyard flowers. 
Let me be tonight arrayed 


In the silver of the showers. 


Every fragile thing shall rust; 
When another April passes 

I may be a furry dust, 

Sifting through the brittle grasses. 


All sweet sins shall be forgot; 
Who will live to tell their siring? 
Hear me now, nor let me rot 


Wistful still, and still aspiring. 


Ghosts of dear temptations, heed; 
I am frail, be you forgiving. 
See you not that I have need 


To be living with the living? 
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Sail, tonight, the Styx’s breast; 
Glide among the dim processions 
Of the exquisite unblest. 


Spirits of my shared transgressions. 


Roam with young Persephone, 
Plucking poppies for your slumber ... 
With the morrow, there shall be 


One more wraith among your number. 


Poetic Voice Volume 6 Fall 2021 Page 65 


Surrealist and Dada Poetry 
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East River Nudes by Mildred Weston 


They stand 
As if to take a dare, 
At water’s edge, 
Boy bathers, 
Bare, 


Drawn up 


To meet a city stare: 


Long legs, 
Round heads, 
The span between 
As spare as wood 
And whittled clean, 
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They make 
A river bank design 
As lewd 
As clothe-spins 


On a line. 


Ars Poetica by Archibald MacLeish 


A poem should be palatable and mute 
As a gobled fruit 


Dumb 
As old medallion to the thumb 


Silent as the sleeve-worn stone 


Of casement ledges where the moss has grown — 


A poem should be wordless 


As the flight of birds 


A poem should be motionless in time 


As the moon climbs 


Leaving, as the moon releases 


Twig-by-twig the night entangled trees 
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Leaving, as the moon behind the winter leave, 


Memory by memory the mind — 


A poem should be equal to: 


Not true 


For all the history of grief 
An empty doorway and a Maple Leaf 


For love 


The greening grasses and two lights above the sea — 


A poem should not mean 


But be! 


Poetry for Intellectuals by Louis Dudek 


If you say in a poem “grass is green,” 


They all ask, “what do you mean?” 


“That nature is ignorant,” you reply, 


"And on a deeper level — youth must die!" 


If you say in a poem "grass is red," 


They understand what you have said! 
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The Loving Dexterity by William Carlos Williams 


The flower 
Fallen 
She saw it 
A pink petal 


intact 


Deftly 

Placed it 
On 

Its stem 


again 


Portrait of a Machine by Louis Unterneyer 


What nudity is as beautiful as this 

Obedient monster purring at its toil; 

These naked iron muscles dripping oil 

And the sure-fingered rods that never miss. 
This long and shining flank of metal is 

Magic that greasy labor cannot spoil; 

While this vast engine that could rend the soil 


Conceals its fury with a gentle hiss. 
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It does not vent its loathing, does not turn 
Upon its makers with destroying hate. 

It bears a deeper malice; throbs to earn 

It’s master’s bread and lives to see this great 
Lord of the earth, who rules but cannot learn, 


Become the slave of what the slaves create. 


Un by e. e. cummings 
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in 


to whos 


est 
people 
be 
come 
un 
Dreams are Dogs a Haiku 
Dreams are dogs: they sniff 
Avidly at any scent; 
Shake it off, move on. 
My Dream by Ani Gavani 
He throbbing 
me wet 
thinking 
cock! 
I 
ached 
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SO 


giant wholeness. 
insides me 


in entirety 


ached 


SO 


Please 

Don’t 

Stop! 
put it back 


the hard of him 
his thrusts 
in wanted loins 


and ... 
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Canadian Poems 
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Eight Poems by Charles G.D. Roberts 


Cambrai and Marne 


Before our trenches at Cambrai 
We saw their columns cringe away. 
We saw their masses melt and reel 


Before our line of leaping steel. 


A handful to their storming hordes, 
We scourged them with the scourge of swords, 
And still, the more we slew, the more 


Came up for every slain a score. 


Between the hedges and the town 
The cursing squadrons we rode down; 
To stay them we outpoured our blood 


Between the beetfields and the wood. 


In that red hell of shrieking shell 
Unfaltering our gunners fell; 
They fell, or ere that day was done, 


Beside the last unshattered gun. 


But still we held them, like a wall 


On which the breakers vainly fall — 
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Till came the word, and we obeyed, 


Reluctant, bleeding, undismayed. 


Our feet, astonished, learned retreat; 
Our souls rejected still defeat; 
Unbroken still, a lion at bay, 


We drew back grimly from Cambrai. 


In blood and sweat, with slaughter spent, 
They thought us beaten as we went, 
Till suddenly we turned, and smote 


The shout of triumph in their throat. 


At last, at last we turned and stood— 
And Marne's fair water ran with blood; 
We stood by trench and steel and gun, 


For now the indignant flight was done. 


We ploughed their shaken ranks with fire, 
We trod their masses into mire; 
Our sabres drove through their retreat 


As drives the whirlwind through young wheat. 


At last, at last we drove them back 
Along their drenched and smoking track; 
We hurled them back, in blood and flame. 
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The reeking ways by which they came. 


By cumbered road and desperate ford 

How fled their shamed and harassed horde! 
Shout, Sons of Freemen, for the day 

When Marne so well avenged Cambrai ! 


—Westminster Gazette. 
Wayfarer of Earth 


Up, heart of mine. 

Thou wayfarer of Earth! 

Of seed divine, 

Be mindful of thy birth. 

Though the flesh faint 

Through long-endured constraint 
Of nights and days. 

Lift up thy praise 

To Life, that set thee in such strenuous ways. 
And left thee not 

To drowse and rot 


In some thick-perfumed and luxurious plot. 


Strong, strong is Earth, 
With vigour for thy feet, 
To make thy wayfaring 
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Tireless and fleet. 

And good is Earth — 

But Earth not all thy good, 
O thou with seed of suns 


And star-fire in thy blood. 


And though thou feel 
The slow clog of the hours 
Leaden upon thy heel. 
Put forth thy powers. 
Thine the deep sky, 

The unpreempted blue, 
The haste of storm, 

The hush of dew. 

Thine, thine the free 
Exalt of star and tree. 
The reinless run 

Of wind and sun, 

The vagrance of the sea! 


— The Craftsman. 


Monition 


A faint wind, blowing from World's End, 
Made strange the city street, 


A strange sound mingled in the fall 
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Of the familiar feet. 
Something unseen whirled with the leaves 
To tap on door and sill. 
Something unknown went whispering by 
Even when the wind was still. 
And men looked up with startled eyes. 
And hurried on their way. 
As if they had been called, and told 
How brief their day. 

—Century. 


At the Gates of Spring 


With April here. 
And first thin green on the awakening bough, 
What wonderful things and dear. 
My tired heart to cheer, 
At last appear! 
Colours of dream afloat on cloud and tree. 
So far, so clear, 
A spell, a mystery; 
And joys that thrill and sing. 
New come on mating wing. 
The wistfulness and ardour of the spring— 
And Thou ! 
—The Smart Set. 
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All Night the Lone Cicada 


All night the lone cicada 
Kept shrilling through the rain — 
A voice of joy undaunted 


By unforgotten pain. 


Down from the wind-blown branches 
Rang out the high refrain, 
By tumult undisheartened, 


By storm assailed in vain. 


To looming vasts of mountain 
And shadowy deeps of plain, 
The ephemeral, brave defiance 


Adventured not in vain. 


Till to the faltering spirit 

And to the weary brain, 

From loss and fear and failure, 

My joy returned again. 
—Century. 


All Night the Lone Cicada 
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ALL night the lone cicada 
Kept shrilling through the rain — 
A voice of joy undaunted 


By unforgotten pain. 


Down from the wind-blown branches 
Rang out the high refrain, 
By tumult undisheartened, 


By storm assailed in vain. 


To looming vasts of mountain 
And shadowy deeps of plain, 
The ephemeral, brave defiance 


Adventured not in vain. 


Till to the faltering spirit 

And to the weary brain, 

From loss and fear and failure, 

My joy returned again. 
—Century. 


Hilltop Song 


When the lights come out in the cottages 


Along the shores at eve, 


And across the darkening water 
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The last pale colours leave; 


And up from the rock-ridged pasture slopes 
The sheep-bell tinklings steal, 
And the folds are shut, and the shepherds 


Turn to their quiet meal; 


And even here, on the unfenced height, 


No journeying wind goes by. 


But the earth-sweet smells and the home-sweet sounds 


Mount, like prayer, to the sky; 


Then from the door of my opened heart 
Old blindness and pride are driven, 

Till I know how high is the humble. 
The dear earth how close to heaven. 


—McChure's Magazine. 


O Earth, Sufficing all our Needs 


O Earth, sufficing all our needs, O you 
With room for body and for spirit, too, 
How patient while your children vex their souls 


Devising alien heavens beyond your blue! 


Dear dwelling of the immortal and unseen. 
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How obstinate in my blindness have I been, 
Not comprehending what your tender calls, 


Veiled promises and reassurance, mean! 


Not far and cold the way that they have gone, 
Who thro' your sundering darkness have withdrawn: 
Almost within our hand-reach they remain 


Who pass beyond the sequence of the dawn. 


Not far and strange the heavens, but very near, 
Your children's hearts unknowingly hold dear. 
At times we almost catch the door swung wide — 


An unforgotten voice almost we hear. 


I am the heir of heaven—and you are just. 

You, you alone I know, and you I trust. 

Tho' I seek God beyond the farthest star. 

Here shall I find Him, in your deathless dust. 
—The Craftsman. 
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Five Poems by Helen M. Merill 


Bluebirds 


O magic music of the Springs,— 
Across the morning's breezy meads 
I hear the south wind in the reeds, 


I hear the golden bluebirds sing. 


O mellow music of the morn,— 
Across the fading fields of Time 
How many joyous songs are borne 


From memory's enchanting clime. 


I see the grasses shine with dew, 
The cornflowers gleaming in the grain, 
And, oh! the bluebirds sing—and you ? 


We fare together once again. 


O haunting music of the dusk. 

When silent birds are on the wing' 

And sweet is scent of pine and musk — 
Oh, as we wander hand in hand 

Across the shadow-painted land, 


I hear the golden bluebirds sing! 
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Sandpipers 


Morning on the misty highlands, 

On the outer shining islands; 

Gulls their grey way seaward winging 
To the blinking zones of blue; 

South winds in the shallows singing 
Where I wander far with you, 

Little pipers, careless, free. 


On the sandlands by the sea. 


All day, on the amber edges 
Of the pools and silver ledges 
Of the sedgelands in the sun, 
Restlessly the pipers run — 
Weet, a-weet, a-weet, a-weet! 
Sun and wind and sifting sand, 
Joy of June on sea and land — 


Weet, a-weet, a-weet, weet weetf 


Evening on the fading highlands, 
On the outer amber islands; 
Grey wings folded in the sedges, 
In the glimmer of a star 

Where the lamps of Algol are 


Shining on a world's white edges. 
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Moonlight on the sombre forelands, 
On the outer, silver shorelands; 
Peaceful mists that pale and drift 
Seaward like a phantom fleet, 


Through a sapphire, shadowed rift. 


Weet, a-weet, a-weet, weet weet! 
Night, and stars, and empty hushes, 
Darkness in the purple rushes— 


Weet, a-weet, a-weet, weet weet! 


When the Gulls Come In 


WHEN the gulls come in, and the shallow sings 
Fresh to the wind, and the bell-buoy rings. 
And a spirit calls the soul from sleep 


To follow over the flashing deep; 


When the gulls come in from the fields of space, 
Vagrants out of a pathless place, 
Waifs of the wind that dip and veer 


In the gleaming sun where the land lies near,— 


Long they have wandered far and free. 


Bedouin birds of the desert sea; 
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God only marked their devious flight, 
God only followed them day and night, — 


Sailor o' mine, when the gulls come in, 
And the shallow sings to the bell-buoy's din, 
Look to thy ship and thy gods hard by. 
There's a gale in the heart of the golden sky. 


In Arcadie 


The sea is green, the sea is grey, 

The tide winds blow, and shallows chime; 
Where earth is rife with bloom of May 
The throstle sings of lovers' time, 

Of violet stars in lovers' clime. 

Love fares to-day by land and sea. 

On the horizon's utmost hill 

The mystic blue-flower beckons still 


Beneath the stars of Arcadie. 


Love fares to-day, and deftly builds 

To melodies of wind and leaves; 
Castles in Spain yet brightly gilds, 

And song of star and woodbird weaves. 
And flowers, and pearl and purple eves. 


With roofs of ever-changing skies 
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And fretted walls with time begun. 
Its portals open to the sun. 


On dream-held hills a castle lies. 


No proud armorial bearings now, 
But God's white seal on every leaf; 
No sapphire gleaming on my brow’ 
Deep in my heart a dear belief; 

No grey unrest, no pain, no grief. 
By day a forest green and fair. 
Where veeries sing in secret bowers 
And lindens blow and little flowers, 


And bluebirds cleave the shining air. 


By night a quiet wayside grove 

Where Aldebaran lights the gloom, 
And silent breezes idly rove 

Above a shadow-painted room 
Builded of many a bough and bloom— 
A wafted air of myrrh and musk. 

The music of slow falling streams, 

A whitethroat singing in its dreams. 


And thou beside me in the dusk. 


A Hill Song 
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There is a little hint of spring", 

A subtle, silent, unseen thing 

By shadowed wall and open way, 
And I, a gypsy for the day. 

Go straying far beneath the sky. 
And far into the windy hills. 
Where distant, dim horizons lie, 


And earth with gleams of heaven fills. 


My quest is but a singing bird. 

Whose voice on uplands lone is heard, 
And this my path where none hath been. 
And this my tent, an evergreen; 

The hills are mine own open way — 

I hate the smother of the town — 

I love by breezy hills to stray, 


Where thawing streams come leaping down. 


Oh, joy it is and free of care, 

With the sun and the wind in my face and my hair, 
Alone with the shining clouds which trail 

Silently each like a phantom sail. 

Over the hills, on the blue of heaven; 

Oh, joy it is to wander here, 

Where the wilding heart of the young, sweet year, 


Quickens the earth, and spring is near! 
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And joy it is, the shorelark's cry — 
Full well I know he walketh by; 

A sudden winnow of grey wings. 
And in the light he soars and sings. 
And pausing in his heavenward flight, 
A heart-beat, on from height to height, 
He trails his silver strains of song 

By paths eye may not follow long; 
Grey glimpses in the azure fade, 

I only hear sweet sounds in the skies 
As if the soul of song had strayed 


Invisible from paradise. 
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Historical Poems 
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The Drunken Boat by Artur Rimbaud 


As I was going down impassive Rivers, 

I no longer felt myself guided by haulers: 
Yelping redskins had taken them as targets 
And had nailed them naked to colored stakes. 


I was indifferent to all crews, 
The bearer of Flemish wheat or English cottons 
When with my haulers this uproar stopped 


The Rivers let me go where I wanted. 


Into the furious lashing of the tides 
More heedless than children's brains the other winter 
Iran! And loosened Peninsulas 


Have not undergone a more triumphant hubbub 


The storm blessed my sea vigils 
Lighter than a cork I danced on the waves 
That are called eternal rollers of victims, 


Ten nights, without missing the stupid eye of the lighthouses! 


Sweeter than the flesh of hard apples is to children 
The green water penetrated my hull of fir 
And washed me of spots of blue wine 


And vomit, scattering rudder and grappling-hook 


Poetic Voice Volume 6 Fall 2021 Page 93 


And from then on I bathed in the Poem 
Of the Sea, infused with stars and lactescent, 
Devouring the azure verses; where, like a pale elated 


Piece of flotsam, a pensive drowned figure sometimes sinks; 


Where, suddenly dyeing the blueness, delirium 
And slow rhythms under the streaking of daylight, 
Stronger than alcohol, vaster than our lyres, 


The bitter redness of love ferments! 


I know the skies bursting with lightning, and the waterspouts 
And the surf and the currents; I know the evening, 
And dawn as exalted as a flock of doves 


And at times I have seen what man thought he saw! 


I have seen the low sun spotted with mystic horrors, 
Lighting up, with long violet clots, 
Resembling actors of very ancient dramas, 


The waves rolling far off their quivering of shutters! 


I have dreamed of the green night with dazzled snows 
A kiss slowly rising to the eyes of the sea, 
The circulation of unknown saps, 


And the yellow and blue awakening of singing phosphorous! 


Poetic Voice Volume 6 Fall 2021 Page 94 


I followed during pregnant months the swell, 
Like hysterical cows, in its assault on the reefs, 
Without dreaming that the luminous feet of the Marys 


Could constrain the snout of the wheezing Oceans! 


I struck against, you know, unbelievable Floridas 
Mingling with flowers panthers’ eyes and human 
Skin! Rainbows stretched like bridal reins 


Under the horizon of the seas to greenish herds! 


I have seen enormous swamps ferment, fish-traps 
Where a whole Leviathan rots in the rushes! 
Avalanches of water in the midst of a calm, 


And the distances cataracting toward the abyss! 


Glaciers, suns of silver, nacreous waves, skies of embers! 
Hideous strands at the end of brown gulfs 
Where giant serpents devoured by bedbugs 


Fall down from gnarled trees with black scent! 


I should have liked to show children those sunfish 
Of the blue wave, the fish of gold, the singing fish. 
—Foam of flowers rocked my drifting 


And ineffable winds winged me at times. 


At times a martyr weary of poles and zones, 
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The sea, whose sob created my gentle roll, 
Brought up to me her dark flowers with yellow suckers 


And I remained, like a woman on her knees... 


Resembling an island tossing on my sides the quarrels 
And droppings of noisy birds with yellow eyes 
And I sailed on, when through my fragile ropes 


Drowned men sank backward to sleep! 


Now I, a boat lost in the foliage of caves, 
Thrown by the storm into the birdless air 
I whose water-drunk carcass would not have been rescued 


By the Monitors and the Hanseatic sailboats; 


Free, smoking, topped with violet fog, 
I who pierced the reddening sky like a wall, 
Bearing, delicious jam for good poets 


Lichens of sunlight and mucus of azure, 


Who ran, spotted with small electric moons, 
A wild plank, escorted by black seahorses, 
When Julys beat down with blows of cudgels 


The ultramarine skies with burning funnels; 


I, who trembled, hearing at fifty leagues off 


The moaning of the Behemoths in heat and the thick Maelstroms, 
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Eternal spinner of the blue immobility 


I miss Europe with its ancient parapets! 


I have seen sidereal archipelagos! and islands 
Whose delirious skies are open to the sea-wanderer: 
—Is it in these bottomless nights that you sleep and exile yourself, 


Million golden birds, o future Vigor? — 


But, in truth, I have wept too much! Dawns are heartbreaking. 
Every moon is atrocious and every sun bitter. 
Acrid love has swollen me with intoxicating torpor 


O let my keel burst! O let me go into the sea! 


If I want a water of Europe, it is the black 
Cold puddle where in the sweet-smelling twilight 
A squatting child full of sadness releases 


A boat as fragile as a May butterfly. 


No longer can I, bathed in your languor, o waves, 
Follow in the wake of the cotton boats, 
Nor cross through the pride of flags and flames, 


Nor swim under the terrible eyes of prison ships. 
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Ancient Fifth Century Eros 


Wet with cool dew drops 

fragrant with perfume from the flowers 
came the gentle breeze 

jasmine and water lily 

dance in the spring sunshine 

side-long glances 

of the golden-hued ladies 

stab into my thoughts 

heaven itself cannot take my mind 

as it has been captivated by one lass 


among the five hundred I have seen here 
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